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Bedroom spanking, 
schoolroom caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’ 


A fresh air spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation, 
Bedroom caning. 
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More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


UD seusnia 


Prefect's punishment. 
Spanking in the. 
Orchard. Knickers 
down for the boss. 


Nurses, schoolgirls, a 
traffic warden and the 
school sports captain 
punished. 
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Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl. Bedtime 
Punishments and 
girls in detention. 
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Classroom strapping- 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane. 


Sixth form spanking. 


Convent discipline 
Two nurses, twelve 
strokes. Majorette 


sticks it out. 


Es 
Student Librarian 
brought to book. Girls 
Headmistress and 
Mr Martin. 


Stable girl's spanking 
caned in the Saddle 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning. 


Girl guide's Alfresco 
spanking. The new 
maid. A punishment 
room caning. 


Never a bottom left 
unblushed as knickers 
come down in the gym. 
study and bedrooms. 


Sarah's boyfriend David Parslow blew a 
contemptuous raspberry but it was true what 
she said. England in the 1930’s, especially in 
country areas, was still quite feudal. You did 
not want to cross the lord of the manor if you 
lived in rural southern England: most 
especially you didn't if your father had just 
started working for him and your family lived 
in a cottage owned by that gentleman. 

‘Bloody bosses,’ muttered Dave who had 
vague ideas of communism and revolution. 
- Sarah smiled and told him not to swear. 
“Don't get excited over nothing. Not on such 
a lovely day.’ 

It was a lovely day, a warm and sunny 
June Saturday aftérnoon and they were 
sitting on a grassy slope on the edge of a 
wood — Major Lambton’s wood of course — 
looking down over the valley with the pale 
pink brick of Lambton Hall nestling on the 
other side. Major Lambton was the lord of 
the manor, Sarah’s father’s new boss, and he 
had requested that tomorrow Sarah pay a 
visit. It wasn’t merely a social visit; it 
seemed that one of his maids was:away and 
Sarah might be asked to help out. It was this 
more than anything that was getting Dave 
excited. 

‘It’ll be nothing,’ Sarah repeated. ‘Forget 
it, David.’ Though she naturally would rather 
have spent the time with Dave. He had 
cycled over from the town 30 miles away 
where they both had lived until six months 
ago when Sarah’s father’s little business had 
gone bust and he had been forced to take this 
present job as a clerk in Major Lambton’s 
estate office. It was unfortunate but it 
couldn’t be helped what with things as they 
were and especially as Sarah was hoping to 
get a teaching post at the village school — 
where the person who had the final say was 
naturally Major Lambton. 

She lay back and gazed up at the clear 
blue sky. She was 19, tall and full figured, a 
handsome brunette. Dave, looking down at 
here, felt a twinge of jealousy mixing with his 
other emotions. He had never seen -this 
Major Lambton but you heard plenty of tales 


of the gentry and the way they could treat a 
pretty girl on the estate. As if they owned 
her, just like they owned everything else. 
Sarah had met him before but only 
briefly. Cycling over she;had been trying to 
decide whether she should curtsey. The local 
country women and girls would. She knew, 
but coming from the town that seemed 
almost medieval. Now, shown into his study, 
she didn’t, holding out her hand instead but 


feeling a flush because perhaps he had | 


expected a curtsey. _ 

Major Lambton was quite a short man, 
with glasses. Not a particularly impressive 
figure — unless you know he had pots of 
money and caned all the country around. He 
had got to his feet, eyes bright behind the 
glasses, to take her hand in both of his. 

‘So nice of you to come over, Miss 
Haddon. Sarah, yes?” An upper-class drawl. 
“Yes one can't have too many pretty faces 
about the place I always say.” 

She was in her smart navy suit, 
tight-bodiced but a calf-length fuller skirt 
which allowed cycling. A little white hat on 
her thick curls, matched with white shoes. 
Silk stockings. Major Lambton was leading 
her over to the window. “Such a lovely day 
again.’ 

Sarah said yes, it had been quite hot 
cycling. The window looked out onto an 
immaculate lawn, a gardener working away 
in the distance. 

‘Cycling eh? Mmm...That must be warm 
this weather.’ The arm that had taken 
Sarah’s was now round her waist. ‘Must 
make a girl perspire a bit, eh?’ 

Keep calm, she told herself. There was 
the arm round her waist and also what he had 
said. It wasn’t exactly polite to talk of a 
woman perspiring. Not a lady certainly. But 


then she wasn’t a lady she was a lower-. 


middle-class girl whose father had been 
forced to take a demeaning job and she her- 
self was probably shortly to be asked to do an 
even more demeaning job. She was also a 
girl who should have curtseyed but hadn’t. 
‘An independent young woman, I expect, 


Keep calm, she told 
herself. There was 
the arm round her 
wasit and also what 
he had said. 


a raised platform at one end. ‘We sometimes 
have a little domestic production here’ her 
host observed. ‘Enjoyable but not very 
professional I fear.’ 

He went to a cupboard and took out a 
beautiful clowns outfit in glowing orange 
ms a heavily ruffled neck and the cuffs as 
well. 
make a devastating clown, Sarah, don’t you 
think?’ He had also produced a round orange 
hat trimmed with ribbons. 

Sarah looked at the dress and hat. She 
shook her head, still able to feel this man’s 
hand intimately up her skirt. ‘It...it’s a 
beautiful dress.’ 

She gave him a quick glance. ‘Put it on,’ 
he repeated. ‘Take your suit off and put it on. 
In fact...take everything off and put it on.’ 

A nervous half smile. He couldn’t mean 
that. Not all her clothes off. Not here. Now. 

Major Lambton’s hand came out and 
gripped Sarah’s arm. Hurting. ‘Snap to it, 
Miss Haddon. We want a quick, sharp girl in 
the school, you know. Take-your clothes off!’ 

She bit her lip. He couldn’t...she 
- squealed. His two hands abruptly at the front 
of her jacket. Ripping. With a tearing sound 
all the large blue buttons came off, spinning 
to the floor. She squealed again as the hands 
gripped the neck of her now exposed white 
blouse and ripped that too. 

“Get your clothes off, Miss. It seems you 
town girls need some bucking up.’ 

Sarah was crying now, hot tears suddenly 
rolling down her cheeks. It was unbelievable, 
worse than any nightmare. She was doing as 
ordered, though, before he ripped anything 


else. Her torn jacket and then the torn T- 


blouse. Her skirt. She was sobbing. Her 
chemise. That left just her knickers and 
brassiere together with the gartered silk 
stockings and her shoes. * 

‘Very nice, Miss Haddon. Now the rest. I 
want you nude.” 

It was either do it or have him rip them 
off. She made herself do it. Everything. 
‘Hands down at your side, Sarah: I want to 


see you.’ She forced herself to do this too. To ° 


stand straight before him, full breasts 
swaying slightly, nipples half erect. 

Major Lambton stepped closer, eyes 
shining. ‘That’s it, Sarah. And what a lovely 
girl. A real beauty.’ His hands reached for 
the jutting breasts. Squeezing. Then 


the sensitive nipples. Sarah’s nipples came >} 


up, firm and hard, unconcerned that it 
wasn't Dave it was this horrible monster 
playing with them. 

“Mmmm and responsive too.” One hand 
slid down...to Sarah’s groin. She whimpered 
as he gripped her sex. ‘Got a boyfriend, 
Miss?’ 

She squeaked a desperate affirmative. 

‘Let him fuck you, do you?’ 

It was just a nightmare. A dreadful, 
dreadful nightmare. On top of everything 
else that coarse, hard word thrust at her. She 
and Dave had done it, a few times, since 
starting six months ago. But she couldn’t tell 
this dreadful Major Lambton that. She shook 
her head, frantically, as the fingers worked 
at her. 

The hand, both hands, at last came away. 
‘Good. A virgin eh? Now let's get this lovely 


“] like a 
filly with a good bum 
on her. He smacked 
Sarah's bottom hard 

again. 


outfit on, my pretty young clown.” 

Sarah pulled it on, desperately thankful. 
to be covered. Major Lambton placed the 
orange hat firmly on her head. Rummaging 
in the cupboard he came up with a pair of 
white very high-heeled pumps. They fitted. 
He sat down on a chair and assessed her. 

‘Stunning, Miss Haddon. A real stunner. 
Yes, you'll be quite the star in my little party. 
But now something else.’ 

From somewhere Major Lambton now 
had a brush in his hand. A clothes brush 
perhaps, quite a large one. He smacked it 
into his palm. 

“Yes. This school business. You could 
well be the right person there but. one does 
need to make a few checks. Eh? Discipline, 
Miss Haddon. Discipline is very important to 
we country folk. And not only the children, 
one has to be assured that a teacher is well 
disciplined too, to set an example so to 
speak. That is especially important with a 
young woman because otherwise the young- 
sters can play her up. Are you well disc- 
iplined, Sarah?” 

Sarah was still trembling. Shivering in 
spite of the voluminous clown’s outfit 
covering her from neck to ankles. Major 
Lambton was just the worst kind of monster 
and all she wanted was to get away from him. 
She stuttered out that she was disciplined. 

‘We must check of course, my dear. We 
must see that you can take discipline. Eh?’ 
The brush smacked into his palm again in a 
menacing manner. ‘Slip that dress down, 
would ycu? Let’s have a look at that bottom.’ 


He was going to beat her. That brush that 
he was smacking gloatingly into his hand, it 
was going to be smacked similarly into her 
bare bottom. She should have guessed the 
moment she saw it but she hadn’t. It was 
only now... 

‘Drop the garment, Miss. You do need 
telling twice all the time, don’t you?’ 

Her hands at the drawstring which 
tightened the dress at the neck. Fingers that - 
were all thumbs struggling with the knot. 
Finally loosening it. And then, eyes firmly on 
the floor ánd with her breath beginning to 
come in sharp gasps, opening the dress, 
sliding it off her shoulders. The full breasts 
exposed again. 

“Right down with it, Miss. And then 
kneel.’ 

She knelt, with the clown’s dress round 
her thighs. Upright but then Major Lambton 
made her bend down, hands on the floor. He 
was on his feet, round behind her. His hand 
all at once at her bare bottom. Slapping it; 
then groping. 

‘A good sized seat, Miss. I like a filly with 
a good bum on her.’ He smacked Sarah’s 
bottom hard again. 

And then he was back seated on the chair 
with Sarah made to move forward and lie 
herself over one of his spread thighs. Major 
Lambton gripping her firmly with his left 
hand. His right with the clothes brush. 
Raising and then smacking down. Crack!... 
Onto the full flesh of her thrust-out bottom. 

It was shaming and humiliating — as was 
most of what he’d done to her since she 


arrived — but the shame was quickly for- 
gotten. There was only the agonising pain as 
the back of the clothes brush bit repeatedly 
into Sarah's bottom. The full force of Major 
Lambton’s strong right arm, varying the 
target — the two ripe cheeks, the backs of 
the thighs — but keeping up a hard, 
rhythmic tempo. Sarah crying out, pleading 
for mercy, for Major Lambton to desist. Her 
“poor bottom frantically churning, jerking. 
But all this evident distress seemed merely 
to spur Major Lambton on. To redouble his 
efforts. 3 

He kept on. Maybe he would have gone 
on forever. But sometime later there was a 
discreet knock at the door. One of the maids 
presumably. ‘Mrs Lambton says Mr and Mrs 
Wilson-Ridgeley are here, sir, in the drawing 
room.” 

Major Lambton stopped. ‘Very good; 
Jane. Tell Mrs Lambton I shall be with them 
shortly.’ He mopped his brow and put down 
the brush. ‘Good. Well that will do for the 
moment, Miss Haddon. Get the garment 
back on and you can meet my guests.’ 

In the drawing room 15 minutes later 
Sarah’s face was still red from crying. Her 
bottom nedless to say was bright red too and 
she was still trembling from the shock but 
these aspects were concealed by the floor- 
length clown’s outfit. ‘How d’you like my 
clown?’ asked Major Lambton. ‘A stunner, 
eh?’ 

Mrs Lambton gave Sarah an amused look 
and Mrs Wilson-Ridgeley said, ‘What a 
lovely outfit.’ Her husband pulled at his 


moustache. ‘A real corker, Henry.’ 

Sarah did have to help out later; waiting 
the table, still in the clown’s outfit. How 
amusing for the Lambtons and their guests. 
Mr Wilson-Ridgeley pinched her bottom a 
couple of times and after dinner in Major 
Lambton’s study again with just the two men 
Sarah was made to take the outfit off. ‘What 
d’you think, Jack?’ Major Lambton asked 
with Sarah now nude. His guest looked as if 
his eyes were going to pop out of his head. 
Major Lambton said Sarah was probably 
going to teach at the school. ‘If we can teach 
her our country ways.’ 

Later on when his guests left Major 
Lambton said he’d drive Sarah home as it 
was getting dark. She had finally been 
allowed to change back into her own clothes. 
Her bicycle was put in the boot of Major 
Lambton’s Bentley. On the way he stopped, 
saying it was such a lovely evening. With an 
excited look Major Lambton suggested they 
get into the back seat. 

In the back seat of the Bentley Major 
Lambton’s eyes gleaming in the half light. 
His hands up under Sarah’s skirt, busy at her 
knickers. Sarah making whimpering but 
unavailing sounds of protest. ‘Don’t be silly, 
young woman. You want that job and I’m 
going to see you get it. But I’ve got to see if 
you really are a virgin, haven’t I? I mean you 
modern town girls...’ 

The Bentley was parked at the edge of the 
wood. Major Lambton’s wood. Quite close to 
where Sarah and David Parslow had sat the 
afternoon before. 


His hands up under 
Sarah’s skirt, busy 
at her knickers. 


‘You can’t do this to me...you can't!” 
Trevor grinned and got a firmer hold of the girl. ‘What do 
you mean...can’t? I’m doing it, aren’t I?’ 

‘B-but you mustn't...no...I'm 18 now! It’s...it’s indecent!’ 
‘It’s what you deserve,’ he said sharply. ‘You’ve been 
asking for it for a long time.’ He took an even firmer grip. 
“You've been cheeky and rude. Always saucing me. Now, 
to cap it all, I find you’ve been stealing...’ 

‘Not much.. just a bit of petty cash. Nothing really. Oh... 
let me go...I demand that you let me go!” 
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“It's not the amount, it's the principle. Could be the start 
of a career of crime.’ Trevor got hold of the elastic of the 
blue knickers. 
‘No...0000! Don't you dare! I'll go to the police. This. ..this 
is indecent assault.’ 

*Haaa...hhaaa...' laughed Trevor mirthlessly. ‘By the time 
you get out of this place, the marks on your bottom will 
have gone. No evidence.’ 

She went suddenly still. ‘Wh-what do you mean?’ 

“You're staying here the weekend.’ 

“You can’t do that! You can’t keep me prisoner!’ 

‘Listen, Jennie, you keep telling me what I can’t do...but 
I'm doing it!’ Trevor gave a yank on the knickers and the 
bare top of a pair of curvaceous buttock cheeks came into 
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view. She began to struggle and kick. Oh, he’d wanted to 
do this for so long! Now the perfect opportunity had 
presented itself. 


“T...P ll k-kill you for this!’ the girl panted, struggling even 
more furiously. But he had twice her strength and there 
was no way she was going to break free. No way she was 
going to escape a damn good spanking either. It would be 
the first serious one he had ever given. Before, there’s 
been just a few simple love-pats on loving bottoms. This 
was for real! 

‘Oh, I don't think you will, Jennie.’ Another tug and the 
knickers came down further, exposing half of those 
fulsome buttock cheeks. Mmm...yes...it was the kind of 
bottom he had often dreamed about working on. 


“Beast...oh you beast! It...it's disgusting...you’re...a... Yet another tug...and the whole lush bottom was bared, 


pervert!” the flesh joggling ceaselessly as she kicked and twisted 

‘Smacking a young thief’s bottom doesn’t make me a ever more frantically. 
pervert,’ replied Trevor. ‘It’s something that's been done In that cleft, he now could see tufts of light down. Then 
for centuries. Just seems to have gone out of fashion . she stopped kicking and concentrated on keeping thighs 
lately.’ pressed tight together. He could hear her breathing fast, 

Another tug. Three quarters bare now. What a delicious almost growling with fury. He gave a final tug on the blue 


knickers so that the tops of the thighs were exposed. 
‘I...oohhh...I...h-hate you!’ 


deep cleft it was! How creamy white was the flesh! Often 
he’d observed that bottom under a pair of tight jeans. 
Often it had seemed to wiggle tauntingly at him. Daring 


him to take some kind of action, but reckoning he "You'll hate me a lot more before long,’ answered Trevor, 
wouldn’t. Well, now he was taking action alright, but of a grinning again. Oh yes, this was a bottom worthy of his 
kind she hadn’t expected! palm! ‘What shall we say? A couple of dozen?’ 

“You won't get away with this...you won't!” *N-no...000...you mustn't!' came a despairing shriek. 
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‘A couple of dozen on each cheek?’ Which produced an 
even more despairing shriek. 

Up went Trevor’s palm and then, with intervals of no more 
| than a couple of seconds between each slap, he began to 
| smack first one buttock cheek then the other. He smacked 
hard; he smacked methodically. Starting at the top of the 

bottom and working down to the thigh tops. How she 

yelled and struggled! How she squirmed and kicked under 

Each stinging slap! Kicking out, too, thighs splaying. Pain 

had made her forget the necessity of trying to keep them 

pressed together. 


One dozen...six on each cheek. Trevor did not pause. He 


simply took a firmer hold on the girl's waist and continued 
to rain down smack after smack. What a lovely sound his 
descending palm made asit hit the soft, girlish flesh! 
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Jennie was gasping and sobbing, in between crying out. 
Now, too, she was beginning to beg. 

‘Stooo...oopppp! Ohhh. ..ooowwww...stoooop...oh please 
: stop!' 

Trevor didn't stop. He couldn't recall having enjoyed 
himself quite so much in all his life. Smacking a girl's 
bottom just as hard as you liked was even more enjoyable 
than his imagination had previously led him to believe. 


Marvellous to make her twist and squirm. Lovely to hear 

her promising to do anything, if only he would stop. 
Two dozen. Just halfway. From now on, she would really 
feel it! His palm was burning hot, so he had a good idea 
how even hotter her far more sensitive bottom would be. 
Slaaapppp! Slaaaappp! On and on. First one cheek, then 

the other. Quite superb. And my, what a deep rosy hue 


that creamy-white flesh had changed to! He was working 
down the curving bottom for the third time. 
'Stoooo...oooppp...I can’t bear any m-more!’ 

Three dozen. The pain in his palm was becoming 
intolerable, still he determined to go on. It would be far 
worse for her. Now she was weeping half-hysterically, no 
longer struggling. Too weak and defeated for that. 
“I...uuurfff...I...1-let...uurrff...let you d-do...anything... 
: anything!’ 
Nice to hear. But Trevor went on slapping. There was a 
time and place for everything. He had decided on two 


dozen on each cheek, so that was what it was going to be. 
Come Hell or high water. 
His slaps continued to fall resoundingly on flesh that had 
changed to the colour of a Turner Sunset. 

When it was at last over, Jennie lay there sobbing weakly 
but uncontrolably. He could almost feel the heat rising 
from her flesh. It would be a nice gesture to put some cold 
cream on that. Nice to do, as well. She would surely be 
most grateful. 

Trevor recalled her suggestive promise whilst under 
duress. Would she keep it now that the spanking was 
over? Most unlikely, he reflected. 

Unless, of course, there was a threat of a second spanking! 
He felt a lustful glow of pleasure and power. Ah yes... 
then...quite possibly then! 
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Photo ‘A’ 


As mentioned previously, this 
is Debbie ‘waiting for it’, while 
Brian tries to hear the camera 
shutter click so that he knows he 
set the timer Right! The spanking 
is punishment for a ‘disagreeable 
attitude’ (Debbie generally 
flouncing about and slamming 
doors, etc) When she was asked to 
mow the grass while the man next 
door was out in his garden 
‘staving’, or so Debbie said. (She 
did mow the grass, by the way, 
which was what she was doing 
when | came round to load the 
camera.) | should add that Brian 
said he ‘spanked her upstairs’, (on 
the stairs, on the way up) which 
would probably account for the 
faint spank-blush.on her bottom to 
begin with! 


Photos 'B', 'C' and 'D' 


No commentary needed, really, 
except to note that between Photo 
'B' and Photo 'D' there are seven 
other frames, which at one frame 
per 30 seconds means that 
Debbie's bum has been stinging 
for a minimum of 4 minutes in 
'photo 'D'. Brian has had trouble 
keeping her still, presumably, 
hence the 'step-over' hold in the 
last picture! 


Photo “E” 


Debbie sulking apres spanking; 
perhaps she is still crying, but it's 
hard to tell, isn't it. 


Se I o3 I wee AO 

More of Debbie and her well- 
spanked bottom in future issues of 
the Blushes magazines. 
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CORPORAL 
PUNISHMENT 


‘Corporal June Rivers reporting, Sir!’ 
The salute was as smart and as crisp as the 
uniform, thought Captain Montgomery 
(known, rather naturally, as Montie to his 
equals.) He, however, was looking 
decidedly scruffy since he had just been 
conducting a Gym Class of the Otterbridge 
Junior Training Corps - Girl's Section. He 
was still in grey slacks and a blue pullover. 
Still, Officers could get away with things 
Juniors couldn't. 

'Ahh...yes...' nodded Montie, rubbing 
his chin. He remembered this girl now, 
having at once noted her excellent 
physique and her exceptional keeness. 
Surprising she should have been sent to 
him. 'Lieutenant Carstairs told me she'd 
had you on a charge.' Helen Carstairs was 
head of the Girls' Section of the Corps. 
"Got the details there, Corporal?” 

“Yes, Sir.” He thought the girl looked 


decidedly nervous as she handed him a 
buff envelope. 
Montie read the details and felt even 


greater surprise. lt seemed so out of 
character. This girl, it would appear, had 
been drunk and disorderly in a local public 
house — and, in the end, had literally to be 
carried out of the place. ‘I consider the girl 
a disgrace to the Corps. She has let us 
down badly. Already tongues are wagging 
in Otterbridge — about lack of discipline 
and so on. In my view, Corporal Rivers 
should be expelled from the Corps. 
However, | will leave the decision to you”. 
Montie smiled inwardly. He knew what 
that meant. 'This, Corporal Rivers,' is a 
most serious matter. Have you anything to 
say? Can you give any reason for this 
behaviour?” 

‘No, Sir.” A slight colouring of her 
cheeks. ‘Personal matter, Sir.” Ah, 
thought Montie, probably got jilted by 
some boyfriend and went out to drown her 
sorrows. Then overdid it. ‘It won't happen 
again, Sir.' 

He frowned. ‘There may not be a 
chance of it happening again. While you're 


in the Corps. Lieutenant Carstairs has 
recommended expulsion. | must say, | 
agree with her.’ 

"Oh...no, Sir! Please...not that!’ came 
the urgent plea. Montie was a little 
startled. Why should a girl worry so much 
about being expelled from the Corps? It 
wasn't the be all and end all of existence. 
However, what Montie was not to know 
was that June Rivers' old and wealthy 
Guardian (and soon to be her benefactor) 
had insisted she spend one year in the 
Corps, just to prove (since she had been 
getting very out of hand of late) that she 
could tolerate, and cope with, a disciplined 


existence. ‘If you fail, June,’ he had said, 
‘I’m afraid | shall have to make certain 
important amendments to my will. This is 
an important test of character. Don't let 
me down. Thus, reluctantly, June had 
joined the Corps., but, once enrolled, had 
buckled down to things well. 

Now this had happened...and disaster 
loomed. On the other hand, she had to 
admit she'd got disgustingly drunk and 
behaved exceedingly badly. Montie’s 


guess about the reason had been quite 
correct. 

“You know that discipline is the lynch- 
pin of any military organisation, don’t you 


On the other hand, 
she had to admit 
she’d got 
disgustingly drunk 
and behaved 
exceedingly badly. 


Corporal?’ asked Montie. 

‘Yes, Sir.‘ How pale she was now. 
Frightened. What could be the reason? 
‘I'm very sorry, Sir. The circumstances 
were exceptional.’ She paused and looked 
at him appealingly. “Isn't there...there 
some other punishment, Sir. Fatigues? 
Extra duties? Something like that. A 
contribution to Corps. Funds?’ 

For some reason or other, she's 
desperate to stay, Montie realised. Well, 
he might as well take advantage of it. It 
had happened a couple of times before, 
though the circumstances were different. 
Girls caught fiddling the mess takings. 
They'd accepted his punishment instead of 
that of the Law. But would Corporal 
June Rivers? 

‘Some other form of punishment, eh?’ 
he said, eyeing her hard. ‘It is possible.’ 
He saw sudden hope in those large eyes. 
They were rather nice eyes. ‘| mentioned 
discipline as a lynch-pin just now,’ went on 
Montie. ‘In the Services, it can take 
various forms. Corporal punishment, for 
example.’ He saw the eyes waver for a 
moment. ‘Unofficial, of course. But, in war 
and peace, many rankers have accepted it 
as an alternative to a Court Martial. A 
simple, if painful way out. And when | say 
rankers, | mean women rankers as well.’ 

A silence fell. He saw she was no 
longer pale. She was colouring furiously. 
‘Y-you mean...’ she began. 

‘| think you know what | 
Corporal,’ said Montie firmly. 

‘You mean — as an alternative to 
expulsion — you would beat me? Not 
Lieutenant Carstairs?’ She look flustered; 
as if she were fighting some inner battle. 

‘Not Lieutenant Carstairs,’ he said. 
‘Me.’ 

‘That...that’s most irregular. Surely?’ 

‘Most,’ he replied. Then he smiled 
faintly. ‘All of it’s irregular. But, if you 


mean, 


prefer expulsion...’ 

“NO!” The reply was sharp. ‘| b-beg 
pardon. NO, Sir...” Again he wondered 
about her desperation but guessed she 
would not reveal the reason. This is a 
determined girl, he thought. 

‘Very well, Corporal...oh congratula- 
tions on your promotion, by the way, it was 
recent, wasn’t it?’ 


‘Yes, Sir..." She was getting 
understandably nervous. 
‘Very well, Corporal,” said Montie 


evenly, ‘as an alternative to expulsion, | ` 


shall discipline you with a cane...’ 

'A...a c-cane?' Her voice quavered. 

'Yes, a cane, Corporal. lt is an 
implement most customarily used on these 
unofficial occasions. | have used one on 
other members of the Corps. before now.’ 
She looked surprised at that. 'Have you 
changed your mind or something?” 

‘N-No...sir...no.... Now even more 
nervous, yet even more resolute too. 
What, June was thinking, is a caning in the 
privacy of this room compared with the 
loss of a fortune? Even though the shame 
of it was going to be very great. He must 
be a right sadist. Funny to think she had 
quite fancied him at one time. Still did, as 
a matter of fact. For a moment, she 
wondered if there was any chance of 
persuading him otherwise... 

‘First we'll have that 
Corporal.’ 

‘|...1 suppose that’s necessary...’ She 
was flushing again. Still, it was, in a way, a 
step in the right direction. To persuading 
him otherwise. 

‘Absolutely, Corporal.’ He was firm 
and official, despite the unofficialness of 
it all. 

June undid her brown uniform. skirt 
and pushed it down. Beneath, she wore 
quite unmilitary attire...a black suspender 
belt supporting her stockings and a pair of 
dark blue briefs. Montie regarded them 
appreciatively before going off to the 
corner cupboard to fetch the cane. Sexy 


skirt off, 


little thing! 

“Not exactly ‘Issue Material’, 
Corporal,’ said Montie. 

June went pinker. ‘I...1...like to keep 


some feminity, S-Sir...even in uniform...’ 
She looked at him winsomely. Provoca- 
tively. Perhaps he would weaken. She 
didn't like the look of that whippy cane one 
little bit! 

‘However, Corporal,’ we'll have those 
knickers down, please.’ 

'O-oh...Sir...must I? R-really, it’s most 
irregular...” However, June realised this 
might be her last hope. 

‘Quite so,’ nodded calmly. He was 


quite confident. For some reason or other, 


he wanted it this way. She couldn’t be a 
genuine masochist, could she? He watched 
her push the knickers down and saw a 
shapely bottom bared. And much besides. 
Then she was looking over her shoulder 
appealingly...and he sensed her innertion. 

'|sn't...there...any other...w-way, Sir?’ 
she asked beseechingly. Her hindquarters 
gave a provocative little shimmy. Montie 
had to admit he was intrigued. Still, there 


“No!” The reply was 
sharp. ‘I b-beg 
pardon. No, sir...” 
Again he wondered 
about her 


. desperation but 


guessed she would 
not reveal the 
reason. 
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Number two cracked 
down, perhaps a 
little harder. A 
louder squeal, a 
more urgent 
squirming of that 
excellent behind. 


was time a-plenty. If the girl was that 
desperate, who knew what might happen. 
First, duty called! 

‘| want you kneeling on this bench, 
corporal,’ he said, ignoring the blatant 
invitation, ‘with your bottom well out. | am 
going to give you a dozen...’ 

‘A dozen! Oh my God! That's awful...’ 

‘What did you expect, Corporal? 
Three, perhaps? Let me tell you, being 
drunk and disorderly in uniform is a most 
serious matter. Now let’s have you up... 
and let's get on with it.’ He tapped the 
leather-topped bench. Mmm...he thought, 
that really is a most excellent bottom. It 
had always looked good even under drab 
uniform; now it looked far better! Curving 
nicely. ‘Stick it out more, Corporal.’ 

‘Oh...S-sir...please...’ It was stuck out 
more. Curving even more nicely. Yes...the 
thought of ‘apres-ski’ was becoming more 
and more attractive! He decided not to be 
too hard on her. Not as hard as he’d been 
on those little thieves he’d once dealt with. 


He'd really whaled into them. 

He delivered a good, wristy cut and 
there was an instant squeal of pain as the 
girl slipped off the bench to the floor. Her 
bottom twisted and turned but she didn't 
touch it. She's quite touched, he realised 
at once, since she climbed back on to the 
bench and thrust out her bottom again 
without getting any order. Well trained by 
the Corps., of course! 

Number two cracked down, perhaps a 
little harder. A louder squeal, a more 
urgent squirming of that excellent 
behind...and she was down on the floor 
again. 

“Can't hold your 


you position, 


Corporal,’ said Montie acidly. ‘Really this 
is a bit much for someone with military 
training.’ 

‘O-ohh....sir...not s-so...hard...it hurts 


SO... 
“Just get back up into position.” He 
watched that bottom presented again, 
tentatively this time. ‘Stick it out further!’ 


Somehow she made herself do it. He could 
sense her summoning her will; her 
determination. 

Sssweee...eeepppttt! Number three... 
but this time June managed to remain on 
the bench, though her bottom bounced and 
twisted in great agitation. Equally so, she 
remained up after number four, though 
her gasping cry was more intense. 
‘O-ohhh...please...sir...1 can't st-stand 
ie 

‘There are still eight more to come, 
Corporal,’ said Montie sternly. ‘It’s either 
that or expulsion.’ This was greeted with a 
sobbing moan of despair. June had plenty 
of pride and she did not want to break 
down completely. Not in front of this 
sadistic bastard! But oh how it hurt... 

She tensed as number five whistled 
down. Then she was back on to the floor, 
this time clutching at her tormented flesh. 
‘Hands away!’ bellowed Montie. ‘Pull 
yourself together, Corporal!’ The hands 
came reluctantly away. The nates 
clenched. ‘Il suppose,’ said Montie, ‘you 
might as well stay where you are.’ Then he 
delivered number six...which had the girl 
really jumping. 

‘P-please...please |...1’m only a girl...’ 
came a pathetic whine. 

'| can see that,’ 
grinning hugely. 

“Oh...you beast...you awful beast...’ 


answered Montie, 


"That, said Montie solemnly, ‘is no ~ 


way to address a senior officer.’ But he 
was still grinning. He was enjoying himself 
far more with this little ripe ‘un than he 
had done with those other two. 
‘Apologise.’ 

‘S-sorry sir..." Oh he'd really got her 
where he wanted her. Why, why? It was 
quite some mystery. 

‘Halfway,’ announced Montie. ‘Like a 
rest?’ 

He heard a grinding of teeth. ‘No...no 
...get on with it...’ she was getting angry, 
he realised. With him; with herself? 

‘Get on with it, sir...’ 

She repeated it in a voice edged with 
fury. Montie saw the girl trembling with 
the effort to control herself. Then, he gave 
her two hard cuts in quick succession and 
she was rolling about on the floor, with her 
hands pressing most urgently to her 
juddering bottom. Oh yes, one could see 
how much it hurt! Only four more, 
thought Montie. Already he was beginning 
to contemplate, with mounting excitement, 
all the possibilities when the ‘final whistle’ 
was blown. ‘Come along...come along... 
that’s enough of that, Corporal. Show 
some guts.’ It was all very military, by way 
of encouragement. 

'O-ohhh...aaaagh...ohh...you don't 
seem...to understand  how...ohh...how 
much it hurts...’ 

‘It's not meant to be a pleasure, 
Corporal.’ He had decided long since that 
this was no genuine masochist. She wasn’t 
enjoying the occasion one tiny bit. ‘No... 
don’t kneel down there again. Lie on top of 
the bench.’ 

Groaning, June slid on to the leathern- 
topped bench. ‘Oooh...can’t you stop... 


now...oh can't you...isn’t that enough?’ 
Montie was gratified to see the girl giving 
him one of those looks heavy with 
implication. He reckoned he was home and 
dry. 

‘| said twelve...and | mean twelve,’ 
stated Montie emphatically. Never before 
could he remember having a girl so much 
under his influence. In his power, if you 
like. It suddenly occured to him that, if she 
were so intent on staying in the Corps...he 
didn’t see why that state of affairs 
shouldn’t continue! à 

He measured the bottom, now less taut 
as the girl was in a prone position. He 
decided to concentrate the last four cuts on 
the lower part, perhaps even laying the 
last stroke where the buttocks joined the 
thighs. That was a most attractive target. 

Ccraaaccckkkk! Number nine had her 
wriggling frantically all over the bench 
gripping its sides. 'Ohhhaghh...oooh... 
oooohhhh!' she yelped. Oh yes, she was 
really beginning to suffer. 


‘| said twelve...and | 
mean twelve.’ stated 
Montie emphatically. 


“Only two more to 
come, Corporal,’ 
said Montie. “Let's 
see if you can take 
them like a man.’ 


Ccrraaaaackkkk! Number ten...and 
even more frantic reactions and cries. How 
that delightful bottom bounced! Pink and 
white, it was striped like raspberry layer 
cake. 

“Only two more to come, Corporal,' 
said Montie. “Let's see if you can take 
them like a man.’ He guffawed. “Sorry... 
that's ridiculous. Shall we say, with more 
dignity?’ 

Fury flamed in June’s eyes. Oh if only 
zi only...it wasn't so 
necessary...absolutely necessary to endure 
this! Oh then...what wouldn't she have 
done to this bastard. She was quite a Judo 
expert. Could probably handle him easily. 
She gritted her teeth even more fiercely. 
She’d show him...she’d show him what 
she was made of! 

She took the eleventh stroke with 
remarkable fortitude...whinnying through 
those clenched teeth, bottom bouncing and 
twisting. But number twelve, delivered 
harder than all the rest, forced a high- 


pitched scream from her and she twisted 
right over with legs kicking convulsively. 

She saw him looking down... 

She saw the lust in his eyes... 

And Corporal June Rivers knew it was 
not yet over. 

'D-don't touch me on...on the w-weals. 
They hurt too much...’ There was a sob in 
the voice. A sob of defeat and resignation. 
But a not too unhappy resignation? Montie 
ran a finger over the white flesh between 
the weals. 

‘All in all, Corporal, | think you took 
that very well.’ 

‘I'm afraid, sir, there was a time, when 
| lost control. W-was undisciplined...’ 

‘It happens to girls, sometimes. Even 
military girls.’ His fingers slid gently down 
between a warm cleft. And were 
unresisted. 

‘Yes...| know, sir.’ She sighed. Rather 
contentedly. Well, she had to stay in the 
Corps., didn’t she? And, after all she'd 
always rather fancied the man! 


ranch Meeting 


The First Church of Rational Thought and The 
Martyred Saints sounded American all right and it also 
sounded a bit of a mouthful. Janet Smithson nonethe- 
less went along to the advertised meeting. It was 
American; but it seemed it was prepared to refer to 
itself more simply as the Church of Martyred Saints. 
Which was somewhat more acceptable if one was 
thinking of joining. 


She went to the 
advertised meeting, 
strange sounding 
and American 
though it might 
seem, with high 
hopes. 


Janet, 19, an attractive brunette, felt 
strongly the need to belong to a church and 
had tried quite a number but unfortunately 
found them all wanting in some respect. Her 
last one she had left after a bust-up with her 
boyfriend, also a member, so with that loss 
as well her need to join something now was 
even stronger. She went to the advertised 
meeting, strange sounding and American 
though it might seem, with high hopes and in 
a receptive mood. Ripe for the proselytiser. 
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There was not a lot of attendees at the 
hall in the North London suburb and even 
fewer took advantage of the invitation to stay 
afterwards for ‘Coffee and cookies.” Perhaps 
the speakers” American accents and their 
high-powered enthusiasm tended to put off 
the more staid English, many of whom had 
probably only come out of curiosity anyway. 
For Janet, though, being American and 
enthusiastic was no indictment. And their 
message too she found intriguing. 

One central theme of this was that the 
individual should seek inspiration by 
studying the examples of the saints of old. By 
concentrating on the saint’s suffering he or 
she could gain insight and comfort. This 
message was further enthusiastically 
expounded over the coffee and cookies in the 
little anteroom afterwards to those who had 
stayed behind. 

Sadly, it might be thought, there were 
only three of these prospective converts; but 
each convert is an individual jewel, to be 
cherished, and two of the three were in 
addition attractive young women. The third, 
a man in his thirties was attractive in that he 
was a potential converted soul but that was 
- not the same as being a pretty and shapely 
young female as well. Attractive young 
females were of especial interest to the 
Church of Martyred Saints. Because weren’t 
many of those martyred saints themselves 
attractive and nubile young. females? 
Certainly according to the First Church of 
Rational Thought and The Martyred Saints 
they were. 

This was the message energetically 
expounded to Janet and the other young 
female — Mrs Trish Fielding, a blonde some 
three years older than Janet — by the 
meeting’s main speaker, the Reverend Clint 
Schuster; the religious needs of the third, 
male, prospect being meanwhile dealt with 
by a lesser light. The Reverend Schuster — 
‘call me Clint’ — was a large man of 40 or so 
with close-cropped black hair and rather 
piercing eyes which flitted from one choice 
prospect to the other. Both could make 
extremely valuable members of the Church 
on its foray into this almost pagan land that 
was England in the 1980’s. 

Janet Smithson as we have seen was in 
receptive mood and so as it happened was 
Trish Fielding. She had recently gone 
through a little domestic upset, her husband 
discovering that she had become rather too 
friendly with a salesman of encyclopaedias 
— in fact coming home unexpectedly one 
lunchtime and discovering Trish underneath 
the salesman on their lounge settee in the 
very act of being too friendly. So- Trish, 
although not necessarily ready to enlarge on 
these domestic problems, was also in need of 
religious solace. Both young English ladies 
listened with rapt attention as the 
persuasive, and not at all unattractive, 
American preacher held forth. 

‘The suffering of those saintly martyrs 
must be an inspiration to us all,’ declared 
Reverend Schuster. ‘What are our own petty 
problems when compared to some of their 
torments. And we like to think especially of 
the female martyrs. Their delicate bodies, 
soft and supremely sensitive as the great 


Lord made them, soft and sensitive as the 
bodies of you two lovely ladies as you sit 
here. Scourged: Beaten! Tortured! Truly 
inspirational.’ 

Such indeed was the inspirational effect 
of the two English ladies opposite him that 
Clint Schuster had the urge to touch flesh. 
He leant forward to grip a nyloned knee of 
each. Ah yes! He could see great possibilities 
for both of them. Pretty Miss Smithson, slim- 
waisted but otherwise well rounded in that 
charming grey suit; and Mrs Fielding, a 
fuller figure in skirt and blouse and a softly 
sensuous face, a lady no doubt no stranger to 
the lusts of the flesh even if restricted to the 
confines of her marriage. 

‘Can you imagine what those young 
women suffered?’ The Reverend Schuster’s 
voice trembled with emotion. ‘In the name of 
their faith. Their gentle bodies wracked with 
unthinkable pain. Janet., and Trish...try to 
imagine it. And tell me, is it not a truly great 
inspiration?’ 

Both young women were now slightly red 
in the face. Yes, it was an inspiration — 
especially when conveyed by this dynamic 
Reverend Schuster who, in the urgency of his 
message, still had a large, masculine hand 
gripping your knee. Clint Schuster, his face 
intent, his bright eyes seeming to bore right 
into them, went on to say that there could be 
more to all this than simply imagining it. 
Janet and Trish could become instrumental 
in conveying the message to others. 

What this meant, it seemed, was that the 
acts of those great martyrs could be 
re-created; re-enacted. So that other 
potential converts who might not possess the 
visionary imagination of such as Janet and 
Trish could be aided in their belief. Janet and 
Trish looked at one another: the idea of 
re-creating the acts of the martyrs was 
indeed mind-boggling. 

‘And you mean 
wondered Janet. 

“Yes, certainly. You two ladies. You 
would take the parts of certain noble female 
martyrs as their suffering is re-enacted. You 
would both be quite perfect for the roles I 
have in mind. St Gwendoline of Bohemia and 
St Cecelia of Saxony.’ 

They looked at each other again: it was 
not easy to take in. More coffee was brought 
and more cookies offered. The man who had 
also stayed behind had been sent on his way 
by now, armed with tracts and urged to come 
again to the next public meeting. But the two 
young English Ladies were in a different 
category. Still bemused they were nonethe- 
less giving Reverend Schuster addresses and 
telephone numbers, and then considering 
dates as he consulted his diary. Not dates of 
public meetings, of course. ; 

‘St Gwendoline: I thought you might take 
St Gwendoline,’ Clint Schuster told Janet 
Smithson. 

They were-in his hotel room three days 
later. Just the two of them. The past three 
days had been something of a dream for 
Janet as her mind constantly ran back to that 
extraordinary meeting of the Church of 
Martyred Saints. On the day after she had 
had something of a reconciliation with her 
boyfriend James and if that had happened 


that...that we...?’ 


Sadly, it might be 
thought, there were 
only three of these 
prospective 
converts; but each 
convert is an 
individual jewel, to 
be cherished, and 
two of the three 
were in addition 
attractive young 
women. 


just a little earlier she would never have gone 
to the meeting. Did that mean that she was 
meant by Providence to join -this new 
American church? She had said nothing 
about it to James. Nothing about her 
appointment with Reverend Schuster here 
today. 

“Have some coffee,’ Clint Schuster told 
her. ‘Then I'll tell you about St Gwendoline 
of Bohemia. If you haven't heard of her 
before of course.” 

Janet hadn't heard of St Gwendoline of 
Bohemia — nor in fact had she heard of St 
Cecelia of Saxony. It seemed that St 
Gwendoline had been a young and beautiful 
nun who had been captured by robbers who 
had tried to make her tell them where the 
convent’s treasure was hidden. When she 
refused she was taken with all the villagers 
out into the woods. There in front of these 
common people she was hung up on the 
bough of a large tree, with her habit raised so 
that her intimate parts were exposed to the 
assembled throng, and beaten on her bare 
bottom with canes. But St Gwendoline in 
spite of this dreadful public humiliation and 
intense pain refused to tell. 

Clint Schuster drained his coffee cup. 
‘The legend says that she then had both her 
arms broken by these villains but still 
refused to tell. At that they gave up and in 
fact her arms were miraculously healed. But 
I’m planning to leave that part out; it’s the 
bit up in the tree and the caning. That would 
make a marvellous little video. A truly 
powerful statement of faith. Don't you agree, 
my dear?” 

Janet squirmed in her chair, her face 


flushed pink. Apart from knowing nothing of 
this Gwendoline she also had had no real 
idea of what Reverend)Schuster had in mind. 
Now it seemed she knew it all. A video. Of 
her, Janet, presumably up in a tree in a 
nun’s habit and with her bottom bare and... 


“Just imagine what an effect a video like 
that will have on one of God's less imagin- 
ative souls. St Gwendoline in all the glory of 
her suffering. The common man in the street 
with his diet of, what is it you have here, 
Coronation Street? He'll come running to the 
church when he hears what we’ve gotten.’ 

He could well be right in that, thought 
Janet, ‘Please...’ she said weakly, ‘I hadn’t 
.. realised. I don’t think...’ 

Clint Schuster moved his chair forward, 
to sit close to Janet Smithson. It was a 
reaction the church had experienced before, 
in the States, when getting recruits, in a 
word, fear. Maybe it had been the first 
reaction of St Gwendoline and her sisters in 
the old days. But if it was they had then 
conquered it, with their faith. Clint 
Schuster’s hand came out, as it had before, 
to the nyloned knee showing provocatively 
beneath Janet’s short skirt. She gasped as he 
squeezed, and then found her eyes caught in 
that mesmeric gaze. 

It was a mesmeric gaze, and Clint 
Schuster was a very persuasive personality. 
And clearly a girl who was a caring, religious 
person would not wish to be found wanting. 
Reverend Schuster assured her that they 
could in fact dispense with the crowd of 
watching villagers, it need be only two or 


three robbers and a camera man. And yes, it 
was possible that the finished product might 
be only used at meetings in the States, so 
Janet need have no fear of friends and 
relatives watching her performances. 
Although it was an act of great faith that she 
would be re-enacting. 

Only showing the video in the States 
would make a very big difference, act of 
great faith or not. Janet heard herself 
making a breathless, hesitant murmur of 
assent. Breathless primarily because of the 
hand which now in its eagerness to 
communicate, flesh to flesh, was halfway up 
her thigh. Then Reverend Schuster, eyes still 
boring in, said something else. Janet’s eyes 
widened. He repeated it, a statement, not a 
suggestion. It really was essential, he said. 
Some sort of try-out was essential. 

Janet being helped to her feet, her head 
in a daze even though she had agreed with 
Reverend Schuster. His hands at her tight 
skirt, at the zip...and then the skirt sliding 
down over full flanks. She had agreed that a 
try-out was necessary. Hadn’t she? Brief 
pale blue knickers tight over the ripeness of 
her bottom, together with her white 
suspender belt and dark nylons. Just that, 
and her blouse and shoes of course, as 
Reverend Schuster led her across to the table 
and bent her gently down over its top. The 
gossamer knickers now sliding down as her 
skirt had so that the ripe rump could be bare 
— as it had to be for St Gwendoline of 
Bohemia. 

And then, as St Gwendoline herself had 
suffered... 

Crack... 

Janet gripped the edge of the table but 
couldn’t prevent the gasping yell bursting 
forth from trembling lips. The pain was 
murderous. But she must bear it. And... 
Crack!...the others... 

A bright, shining, cloudless morning. ‘A 
real delight to be out in the countryside and 
observe God's marvellous handiwork,’ 
enthused Clint Schuster. They had left the 
city behind and were in rural Essex. Janet 
shivered. Behind them, in the back seat of 
the Rover, were two further robbers plus the 
camera man. Reverend Schuster was to be 
chief robber and would therefore take first 
turn with the cane. Reverend Schuster who 
had done it so devastatingly three days ago 
in his hotel room. 

It had taken most of the three days for the 
cane marks to disappear and yesterday after- 
noon Reverend Schuster had checked that 
they had finally gone.. ‘We don’t want any 
sign of previous canings before we start. St 
Gwendoline has to be perfect, innocent of 
any blemish at the outset.’ 

St Gwendoline shivered again. 

They were now on the edge of the forest, 
stately beeches intermixed with smaller 
saplings, all sun-dappled greenery. Janet 
was in blouse and skirt, for the moment, with 
underneath nylons and black suspender belt. 
Reverend Schuster had specified the latter. ‘I 
don’t know if St Gwendoline would have 
been wearing nylons and suspender belt in 
those days but I certainly think they add 
something. The contrast with her pale and 
tender flesh...’ 


Janet gripped the 
edge of the table but . 
couldn’t prevent the 
gasping yell 

bursting forth from 
trembling lips. The 
pain was murderous. 


Reverend Schuster 
had not known what 
robbers would be 
wearing in those 
days so he and the 
other two had simply 
got themselves 
brown monks’ 
habits. 


‘These woods are wonderful, truly 
wonderful,’ Clint Schuster now stated. The 
Rover was deep in the forest, the trees 
almost all mature beeches which frequently 
produce a strong low horizontal bough as was 
required for St Gwendoline’s ordeal. He had 
in fact scouted the area already and found an 
ideal tree. They shortly came to it. 

Reverend Schuster had not known what 
robbers would be wearing in those days so he 
and the other two had simply got themselves 
brown monks’ habits. ‘They might have 
stolen them — or perhaps put them on to 
discredit the real monks,’ declared this agile- 
brained man. St Gwendoline, under her 
black habit, was to wear nothing except the 
nylons and lacy black suspender belt. ‘Just 
her perfect nude bottom. Imagine the awe 
and wonderment of those simple country 
people as they watch this stirring and 
dreadful scene.’ 

Out of the car it was warm, a gentle June 
morning, soft leafy earth underfoot. In other 
circumstances it would be heavenly out here, 
but...Janet looked at the tree and shuddered. 
The broad bough was roughly horizontal, 
about head high. That was where St 
Gwendoline was to suffer her ordeal. 

The three robbers were enthusiastically 
pulling on their robes while the other man 
did things with his camera. Janet thought 
fleetingly of James. They were now back to 
where they’d been before, the bust up 
completely over. Except of course that things 
weren't the same as before. There was the 
Church of Martyred Saints. And also, 
unbelievably, St Gwendoline of Bohemia. 
Janet shook her head: there was no point 
thinking about it. She had agreed, because 
Reverend Schuster could be so persuasive. 


With her bundle of nun’s clothing she went 
behind the car to change. Nothing under- 
neath except the nylons and suspender belt, 
Reverend Schuster had said. Janet began 
unhappily to undress...and then put on the 
habit, the white wimple... 

‘How’re we doing,’ 
cheerily called. X 

She was just about ready. The three men 
had taken off shoes and socks, also either 
removed or rolled up trousers so that bare 
feet and legs showed beneath the brown 
robes. Janet had on shiny black patent- 
leather pumps, as specified by. Reverend 
Schuster. She came hesitatingly forward. 

‘Lovely,’ he told her. “Isn't she truly 
lovely; Marv?' Marv agreed she was. 

*Now, first I think a shot or two to show 
just how truly lovely St Gwendoline is. These 
robbers make her show herself before they 
get her up on the tree. Humiliation, that sort 
of thing. So let's have it up, Janet dear.’ 

Just think about the suffering of that real 
St Gwendoline, Janet told herself. She 
suffered all this for real. 

‘Higher!’ urged Clint Schuster. ‘Right 


Clint Schuster 


up! 
Janet lifted the black habit until it was 
right up, up above her boobs. Everything 
showing, her firm boobs, her pussy. It was 
all right to think about St Gwendoline's 
suffering but could it have been any worse 
than this? Having it all recorded on video, for 
lustful American men to slobber over? No, 
she mustn't think that, it was too awful, they 
would not be lustful, they would be seeking 
inspiration... 

Mercifuly Reverend Schuster had 
finished that part; but it only meant that the 
main scene, the worst, had now come. Janet 


was being helped up over that sturdy branch, 
high in the air, her legs hanging free, her 
bottom bare. 

Reverend Schuster’s voice: Truly 
inspirational!’ And then it came. 

Crack!...A sickening stroke that had her 
gasping for breath and almost caused her to 
lose her grip on the branch. She hung on, 
teeth clenched against that stinging pain. 
Crack!...Dangling legs jerking and dancing 
as the second bit solidly in. Crackk!... Clint 
Schuster, eyes gleaming, whipping it in 
again. ‘Hang in there! This is truly 
wonderful...’ Crack!... 

The sounds echoed out in this tranquil 
corner of the woods. Outlandish sounds: 
masculine cries and female yelps and 
whimperings, plus that sharp, rhythmic 
thwack of the cane. Sounds that might have 
been heard in that Bohemian forest all those 
years ago. 

Might have because there was no actual 
evidence and Reverend Schuster’s little tale 
had largely sprung from his own mind. But it 
was the sort of thing that had happened, no 
doubt about that, the sort of ordeal that 
young female believers had had to suffer; 
and there was no doubt of its truly inspi- 
rational nature. It had to be a winner. Yes. 
And tomorrow there was that lovely Trish. St 
Cecelia of Saxony. And after that, well, 
undoubtedly there were many, many other 
martyrs that these two lovely young ladies 
could portray. In martyrdoms and sufferings 
that sprung so exquisitely to Clint Schuster’s 
active mind. 

He looked on, eager-eyed. Mary now had 
the cane. The girl’s yelps had reached a 
high, shrill pitch, her lovely bottom richly 
striped. Earlier she had been concerned to 
keep her legs closed but that need seemed to 
have gone now. Truly inspirational! ‘I hope 
you’re getting all this, Bart. All the angles. 
Don't miss a shot. This is great, great stuff. ' 
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Feedback. 


Dear Sir, 

While greatly enjoying 
reading ‘Blushes’ with such 
lovely girls getting the 
spanking they deserve. I 
have a few improvements 
which you could implement 
for our delight. 

I personally would like to 
see the girls as secretarys, 
nurses or air hostesses with 
more attention to detail in 
this dress. For instance, 
please could your models 
wear slips under their skirts 
as a slip with a lace hem 
looks very sexy with a full 
skirt or a thin summer dress. 
They sometimes could wear 
matching french knickers 
with of course stockings and 
suspenders. The girl should 
be at first fully dressed and 
seen looking crestfallen as 
she is being rebuked with 
perhaps a shot of her 
standing there taken from 
the floor with a view up her 
skirt and also her face 
looking down. Then placed 
firmly over the captain’s 
knee then skirt and slip 
pushed up and then well 
spanked until she’s crying. 

The shoes should be not 
scuffed and in good order 
otherwise this loses the sex 
appeal of the girl if she’s 
scruffily dressed. 

I would love to see a 
photo set using the girl Linda 
Perkins from ‘Blushes 10’ 

Could I add my favourites 
to the celebrity spanking list. 
Surely Selina Scott must be 
high on every mans list for a 
good spanking. I picture the 
scene on breakfast TV of 
Selina interviewing Oliver 
Reed on the subject of 
Corporal Punishment, when 
suddenly he catches hold of 
Selina’s arm and to her great 
surprise, draws her across 
his knee for a practical 
demonstration of how to 
spank a girl. Oliver then lifts 
Selina’s white full skirt and 
slip to find her wearing 
stockings and suspenders 
with little white silk panties 
which are taken down to her 
knees. Then Oliver Reed 
proceeds to give Selina the 
spanking of her life. Oliver 
proceeds to give her twenty 
stingers on her bare bottom. 
The camera zooms in for a 
close up of Selina’s bottom 
before she is allowed to get 
up from Olivers lap and with 
tears rolling down her cheeks 
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Dear Blushes, 

I have noticed in several of your back numbers that some 
of the girls in your features have had their bottoms warmed 
in front of a fire, before they are spanked, this may not be so 
far fetched as it seems. 

About 20 years ago, I went out with a super girl, she was 
about 16 at the time. Her father was a white Jamaican, to put 
it mildly. From what I can gather he kept his three daughters 
bottoms hot nearly all the time! 

He took an immediate dislike to me, he forbade me to go 
out in the car with his daughter (I used to borrow my father’s 
car). It was ok to walk in the park but cars were out! After a 
while we ignored this rule, but we were seen one day by her 
younger brother. All hell broke loose when we returned. 
Carmen, that was the girls name was told immediately to go 
to her bedroom and prepare for ‘you know what’. Her father 


house. 


Apparently she had to go 
and put her pyjamas and 
then go downstairs to the 
living room and stand in 
front of the fireplace (large 
purpose built affair), she 
said the fire seemed extra 
large that evening, it was 
certainly extra hot! She then 
removed her pyjama 
bottoms, leant forward and 
placed her hands on the wall 
above the fire place. This 
meant that her top rose up 
leaving her thighs and bare 
tummy exposed to the 
violent heat of the fire. She 
had to stay in that position 
for several minutes. Her 
father who was also some 
kind of religious nut, told her 
that the fire would purge the 
sins from her belly. After 
running his hand over her 
tummy and thighs he felt she 
was now hot enough to turn 
round and prepare her 
bottom for its retrobutions. 
She had to bend over and 
touch her toes. Her father at 
this point poked and prodded 
the fire which seemed to 
make it even hotter, on her 
poor bottom. She stayed in 
this position warming her 
bottom for nearly ten 
minutes, she told me she 
nearly passed out. Her father 
then took up a chair and 
placed it sideways to the fire. 
Carmen then went over his 
knee for a prolonged 


Selina runs from the set. 
Another candidate for a 
spanking is Annabel Croft, 
the teenage British Tennis 
hope. I love the thin material 
used for Annabel's dresses 
and with a full skirt to them 
she always gives us a terrific 


at that point grabbed me by the neck and kicked me out of the 


I met Carmen several days later, I asked what had 
happened after I had left. She found it difficult to tell me, but 
after being very persistent she told me. 


spanking, his arm firmly 
round her waist and the palm 
of his hand pressed firmly 
into her hot bare belly. 

She broke down and cried 
at this point and it was 
difficult to get anymore 
details from her, it was 
impossible to go on seeing 
her under such pressure 
from her father. I often 
wonder how she got on in 
life. 

Coming back to the 
present day, I have just come 
back from Austria on a Sking 
holiday. Whilst I was there, 
three girls came into a 
mountain restaurant, they 
were frozen and immediately 
went to the roaring fire in the 
middle of the room and 
offered their bottoms to th: 
heat; I, of course, watched i 
fascination! 

How about with your 
photographic skills getting a 
model to pose with ski boots 
on, actually wearing ski’s, 
being made to bend forward 
and touch the end of her ski’s 
whilst having her botty 
warmed in front of the open 
fire, then her uncle or 
guardian spanks or canes her 
Go on! It would be 
different!? 

It is a bit long, keep up 
the good work. 

A semi-revitalised — CP 
fan of long standing (Due to 
your publication of course!) 


view of her pantied bottom 
when she serves the ball. I 
wonder if its the threat of a 
spanking with a hairbrush 
across her coaches knee that 
has brought improved 
results from Annabel. We 
can only dream. 


Other girls that spring to 
mind in need of a smacked 
bottom include  Glynes 
of Dempsey and Makepiece, 
ITN newsreader Anne Lucas 
and best of all there is Julia 
Summerville on BBC 9 
o’clock news. What I 
wouldn’t give to slide Julia 
over my knee and with her 
legs floundering and her face 
blushing furiously. I slowly 
push her dress up over 
Julia’s lovely bottom to find 
her wearing pale green 
french knickers under a 
matching slip which 
slowly removed down to her 
thighs. Then despite Julia’s 
pleading that she has to read 
the news in fifteen minutes. I 
carry out a spanking that she 
won’t forget in a hurry. In 
fact while reading the news, 
Julia is constantly squirming 
in her chair and forgetting 
her lines. Her tear stained 
eyes give away the fact that 
she has been dealt with. 

Finally, how about 
Shirley Cheriton who plays 
Debbie in Eastenders, its 
about time her boyfriend 
gave her the spanking she’s 
been asking for. 

Perhaps some other 
readers have a few ideas for 
her. Thanks for a great 
magazine which is the best 
by far on the market. 


are 


A.T. 


Dear Blushes, 

I have never before 
written to a C.P. magazine 
but I feel I must add my 
praise to all the rest and 
heartily congratulate all 
those connected with the 
highly esteemed House of 
Blushes. ‘Sarah’ (Blushes 
Supplement 12, pages 26 to 
32) is in every way a most 
deserving candidate for the 
cane and judging by the 
pictures her stern 
disciplinarian did not spare 
her round, plump bottom. 

I also extremely relished 
the sight of her being 
soundly spanked in Blushes 
18 although (here a slight 
criticism) I do wish you 
would have lingered a little 
longer on her ‘pantied’ 
bottom prior to those panties 
being taken down for the 
actual spanking. Blushes is 
all about humiliating girls 
and I am sure all girls would 
find it extremely 
embarrassing to have to 


display their panties to the 
readers eyes, let alone the 
spanking that follows. For 
that reason one of my all 
time favourite sequences in 
Blushes simply has to be the 
shy little innocent in Blushes 
12 (pages 18-33) made to 
raise her brief skirt, 
displaying little nylon 
panties snugly encasing a 
most spankable rear end. 
What makes it even better is 
you can see the blush of 
embarrassment on her pretty 
face. So please lets have 
more ‘pantied’ bottom 
displays and gradual 
undressing to bum punish- 
ment. 

The other thing I liked 
about ‘Sarah’ in Supplement 
12 is, she was wearing Black 
stockings with her school 
uniform. I am in my late 
fifties and still remember the 
days when schoolgirls really 
did wear St Trinians style 
uniform. Box pleated gym- 
slips, crisp and neat white 
blouses, black stockings and 
not forgetting navy blue 
knickers! ! 

Please could I request a 
sequence of one, or two girls, 
dressed like that, 
photographed outside 
(preferably a village or high 
street). Better still, have 
them drinking alcohol in the 
‘local’, at high bar stools, 
displaying their stocking 
tops and suspenders. 
‘Approached’ by a teacher, 
they are marched briskly 
back to school where they are 
publicly spanked and then 
caned by the headmaster. 
Perhaps for the caning they 
should be made to strip down 
to vest, knickers. and 
stockings. Then the head- 
master slowly takes their 
knickers down. 

By a public caning 1 mean 
in front of two or three school 
governors. How about it 
then? I do hope you can 
proceed some way along the 
above lines. 

Talk of Sarah reminds me 
of some intersting recent 
press cuttings. About a year 
ago, sixteen year old Sarah 
Macormack, then a school- 
girl at an exclusive £1000 a 
year girls boarding school 
ran away to Gretna Green 
with school handyman Paul, 
and they got married. It was 
reported their illicit relation- 
ship blossomed over C.B. 
Radio (one of my great 


interests). Sarah’s code 
name was Purple Heart, so 
named after her school 
uniform of purple blazer, 
cardigan and skirt. More 
recent mention of this couple 
in the press, reports they 
have split up. The national 
press coyly stated that one of 
the reasons being that Paul 
‘spanked’ Sarah, and - she 
objected to being treated like 
a naughty child, although 
Paul maintained that 
because she had been 
behaving like a child she 
deserved to be spanked like a 
child. These fascinating 


revelations took place near 
Norwich. 

Fortunately I was able to 
get hold of a local East 
Anglian newspaper which 


reported the case in much 
greater detail. It seems Paul 
had discovered that Sarah 
had been seen around with 
other men and consequently 
Paul took quite drastic action 
(can readers of Blushes 
blame him?). The local 
Gazette reported Sarah as 
saying that on one weekend 
Paul confiscated her ward- 
robe of every day clothes 
(tight jeans, skirts, see- 
through blouses etc) and 
compelled her to wear her 
old purple school uniform. 
Sarah reported it was 
‘terribly humiliating’ to have 
to parade around their love 
nest in her old school clothes 
and she was ‘absolutely 
horrified’ when he pulled her 
down across his lap and 


A preview of a story in Blushes No. 20 


spanked her ‘with his hand 
first, and then with one of his 
bedroom slippers. 

‘He really laid into me, it 
hurt like hell!’ The agrieved 
Sarah told the reporter of the 
Gazette. As to the vexed 
question of whether Paul 
spanked his ‘Gymslip Bride’ 
upon her bare bottom, 
unfortunately we have no 
inkling, but from what Sarah 
said about it ‘hurting like 
hell’, that must seem to be 
the case. 

At all events Sarah did 
not find the experience at all 
sexy since regrettably she 
has now left Paul, 
presumably for a man who 
will not subject her to such 
painful indignities. 
However, I am sure that all 
readers of Blushes will join 
with me in heartily congrat- 
ulating Paul for using the 
time honoured traditional 
method of keeping his way- 
ward schoolgirl bride in 
order. 

Maybe people all over the 
country are starting to sit up 
and take note of Blushes 
prescribed remedies for 
naughty girls! Maybe too 
when Sarah comes to her 
teenage senses she'll realise 
that there's worse things at 
sea than a sore, red situpon, 
and hopefully she'll go back 
to that firm but loving spouse 
of hers. 

We all look forward to the 
latest bulletin in the 'Paul 
and Sarah' saga!! 

Yours, 
a devoted disciplinarian 
Solihull, West Midlands. 


P.S. Other features I have 
liked recently have been 
*Short and Sharp' page 22 
Blushes 18, I love to see girls 
spanked in the open air and 
now Spring is here please 
lets have more! Perhaps a 
girl in a tight skirt being 
told to remove it and parade 
about in her stockings 
suspenders and panties. 
Then spanked. I also liked 
the girls frilly panties on 
page 56 of same issue. More 
of that too please!! And 
while I remember it, I would 
even like to see a girl fully 
dressed in skirt or jeans 
being spanked over an older 
woman's knee, or in a public 
park, much to the amuse- 
ment of passers-by! Surely 
that would not be too much 
to ask! 
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Dear Editor, 
First I would like to thank 
you — thank you for a few 


particularly beautiful 
examples of your publi- 
cations. 


One example is ‘Culprit 
for the Colonel’ in Blushes 
Uniform Girls’ No 7, pages 
28-35. Here we have it all: 
Corporal Punishment at its 
best! C.P. in the most 
orderly and organized way, 
while being humiliating to 
the last extent and almost 
perfectly demonstrated on 
pages 33 and 34. In those 
pictures we do find every- 
thing I believe: The female 
body, more precise the 
female backside full on 
display — and what kind of a 
backside! Widely bulging, 
full and fleshy, round and 
soft and yielding — and very 
ready for the cane. And the 
humiliation: panties down 
(or better up in that most 
unladylike position) and the 
woman's private parts 
peeping unashamedly out 
between those full female 
thighs — that’s wonderful, 
beautiful — really 
marvellous. 

A very nice addition to 
that is any tight and 
restraining sort of garment, 
for instance garters, 
suspenders, rolled-down 
panties etc. all of which 
squeeze the naked female 
bum-flesh into even more 
prominent and rounded 


shapes while at the same 
time give a true indication of 
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the softness which is a 
particular appealing quality 
of the female bum. 

Another very good 
example for orderly, precise 
punishment is given in 
Blushes Supplement No 11, 
pages 12-14 and another 
example for correct 
humiliation is in the same 
issue on page 9. That young 
lady should be really 
ashamed of herself! 

So far my praises. Now, 
perhaps one or two words of 
criticism. Why are there not 
more readers letters in all of 
your publications, Blushes, 
Uniform Girls, Supplement, 
Whispers? I think you must 
get lots of them — so why 
not put in more in each issue, 
preferably those which tell 
us precisely and in all detail 


about everything in 
connection with C.P., giving 
detailed opinions, 


impressions of those who 
receive and who hand out 
C.P., opinions an any aspect 
of C.P and examples of how 
to solve certain problems and 
what there are more things 
to tell. Why not give a bit 
more space to your readers, 
a chance to express them- 
selves, give advice and ask 
for help, describe 
preferences and advantages, 
why not give them a try, a 
better try? 

Now to the last part of my 
letter. May I offer you a 
suggestion for your ‘By 
Request’ — pages. It is, by 
the way not pure imagination 
but more or less a true 
account of those punish- 
ments my wife Annegret and 
I gave our daughter 
Susanne. The girl is now 


| twenty seven, married and 


has made her parents 
already twice to  grand- 
parents. But nevertheless it 
is not much more than seven 
years till she was punished 
the last time, actually being 


already engaged. What 
happened then and many 
| times before I'll try to 


describe in the following 


scenes. 


11. Scene: She is again for it! 


Mum and Dad are sitting in 
the living room at the coffee- 
table, both with a glass of 
dry sherry, smoking and 
discussing very seriously 
their daughters coming 
punishment. She has a strap 
in her hands while he is 
playing with a very good- 


sized cane. 

Susanne, their 18 year 
old daughter is standing next 
to the coffee-table clad in a 
tight skirt and blouse, 
relatively high heeled shoes 
and sticking her full and 
fleshy teenage-bottom 
towards her parents, with 
her back extremely arched, 
knees - bent slightly and 
supporting herself with her 
arms on her upper thighs. 
Her face is extremely 
anxious and miserable. 

2. Scene: It’s Time now! 

Mum and Dad are still as 
before, still discussing and 
sipping their sherry. 
Susanne had to remove her 
skirt and is sticking out her 
buttocks encased in 
extremely tight see-through 
nylon briefs, again right into 
her parents face. 

2. Scene: You know why you 
are again for it! 

Susanne is bent over the 
edge of the living room table, 
her upper body resting on 
her elbows; forearms and 
hands are absolute parallel 
and straight in front of her, 
palms flat on the table, her 
face also looking straight 
ahead — but now even more 
miserable and with tears 
rolling down over both pretty 
cheeks. Her hips are pressed 
very uncomfortably against 
the sharp edge of the table 
and her panties are rolled 
down meticulously below her 
stocking-tops; her legs are 
perfectly straight and 
parallel stretched out behind 
with pointed toes and shoes. 

Her mum and dad are 
standing right and left and 
alternatingly interrogate 
their daughter’ on her 
“crime.” She’d been out quite 
late last Saturday, coming 
home only at two in the 
morning with alcohol on her 
breath, cigarettes in her 
handbag, her make-up 
smeared and her panties in 
her handbag too. 

4. Scene: Here we are! 

Dad uses his cane very 
thoroughly and very slowly 
and methodically on his 
erring daughter, caning her 
from the top of her fat 
teenage bum well into the 
tops of her stockings until he 
reaches her rolled down 
panties well down in her 
upper thighs. Mum takes a 
close and very interested, 
but not all too pityful look at 
her daughters face, raising it 
at her chin. Many tears are 


trickling down the girls 
cheeks and burst on her still 
perfectly outstretched 
hands, while her lips are 
twisted and wide open to 
howl out her pain which had 
just been caused by another 
stroke of the terrible cane. 


:S. Scene: Contemplation! 


Mum and dad are again 
at the coffee-table, talking. 
Susanne is still over the edge 
of the table, still crying and 
still very, very miserable, 
but also still perfectly 
positioned with her horribly 
striped and welted bum and 
thighs. Cane and strap rest 
on her back. 

6. Scene: Particularly for the 
girls — Open it up! 

Mum is sitting right 
behind her daughter looking 
straight into her caned 
bottom, strap in hand and 
waiting. Dad is standing next 
to the girls bum, while 
Susanne reahces back with 
both hands to ‘open-up’ her 
bum cheeks herself. The 
poor girls eyes are full of 
tears and fears, knowing 
what is waiting for her. 

7. Scene: Strap her good and 
hard! 

Mum straps the girls 
inner buttock cheeks, i.e. the 
sides of her bottom crack and 
the inner side of the girls 
thighs and also what is 
situated at the bottom of that 
long and deep valley of those 
big round teenage buttocks 


— a. procedure most 
shameful and painful for the 
poor girl. 


8. Scene: Afterthoughts! 

Mum and dad are once 
more at the coffee-table. 
Susanne is standing in front 
of them, bottom naked and 
welted and strapped, thrust- . 
out at her parents and 
‘opened’. She can feel the 
cane weals herself and 
opening her buttocks wide 
does by no means help her to 
calm down her pains — she 
still cries and looks more 
miserable than ever. 

Well, I hope that you can 
illustrate those scenes some 
time with some of those 
fantastic photographs of 
yours. If you do, I would 
recommend to use a model 
with a nice big bum and a 
really long and deep bottom 
crack and a big, pouting 
pussy. 

Thank you once again for 
all your fantastic work. 

Sincerely yours 
Hedy and Alwin. 
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